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and flame enveloping the priests' and merchants'
Bouses and the huts of the richer cossacks, the habitations
ofthose " whose slanders had driven on the ignorant cossack
masses to revolt."
The cavalry was always the first to enter the deserted
Ullages, and before the infantry arrived Koshevoi had
L ready fired the richest huts. He desired at all costs to
it to Tatarsk to avenge on his fellow-villagers the deaths
Ivan and the Yelanska communists.    He would burn
k t>wn half the village !  He had already mentally drawn up
a^ list of those huts that must be burnt down if he (Jjd reach
k^atarsk.  And if his regiment did not happen to pass that
' ay he was resolved to slip off at night without permission.
I r Other motives beside his desire for revenge were responsible
9r his anxiety to visit Tatarsk again.  During the past two
^ars he had been seeing Dunia Melekhova whenever he was
'l the village,  and they had developed still undeclared
v^elings of love for each other.  Dunia had made frjrp a
^bacco pouch and had given him a pair of goats' hair gloves,
j'aid he kept an embroidered handkerchief of hers jealously
I ,narded in his breast-pocket.  Whenever he drew it out he
Agitatedly recalled a hoar-frosted poplar standing by a well,
a fine snow sprinkling from the sombre sky, and Dunia's
trembling lips and the crystal glitter of the snow lurking
on her eyelashes.
He made diligent preparations for his visit home. He took
a colourful rug from the wall of a merchant's house in
Kargin, and fastened it under his horsecloth. He found
almost new striped trousers in a cossack's chest, tore up
ibalf a dozen women's shawls for three changes of leg ragsj
arid slipped a pair of woollen gloves into his pack to put on
just before he rode down into Tatarsk. From time
immemorial it had been the custom for a soldier returning
home to be dressed in his finest. And Mishka, still enslaved
.by the cossack tradition, devoutly made ready to observe
the old custom.
His horse was a fine dark sorrel which he had captured
^from a cossack during an attack.  His saddle was not too
good, the leather was scratched and torn the metal parts
owere rusty.  The bit and snaffles were in like state, and he
ha^i to do something to improve their looks.  Fortunately
he had a happy inspiration : in one village he found a nickel-